THE journey to the police station was accomplished in
silence. After the initial demonstration of authority the
agent dropped a few paces to the rear and allowed me to
walk on ahead with the plain-clothes man. I was glad of
this., for I had no wish to be marched through the village
as though I were a pickpocket. As It was, we drew some
curious glances., and I heard a jocular reference by two
passers-by to the violon.

French slang is very obscure. Anything less like a
violin than the Commissariat de Police would be difficult
to imagine. The only really ugly building in St Gatien, it
is a forbidding cube of dirty concrete with small windows
like eyes. It lies some hundreds of metres away from the
village round the bay, and its size is accounted for by the
fact that it houses the police administration of an area of
which St Gatien happens to be the centre. The facts that
St Gatien is also one of the smaller, more law-abiding, and
least accessible villages in the area had been ignored by
the responsible authorities.

The room into which I was taken was bare except for a
table and some wooden benches. The plain-clothes man
retired importantly, leaving me with the agent^ who sat
down on the bench beside me*

'Will this business take long?'

clt is not permitted to speak/

I looked out of the window. Across the bay I could see
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